EPILOGUE

The Apology of Faustus

A   RE-EVALUATION

The children of perdition are oft-times
Made instruments even of the greatest 'works.
Beside, we should give somewhat to man's nature,
The place he lives in, still, about the fire
And fume of metals that intoxicate
The brain of man and make him prone to passion.
Where have you greater atheists than your cooks?
Or more profane or choleric than your glass-man,
More anti-Christian than your bell-founders?
What makes the Devil so devilish. . , .
, . . . but his being
Perpetually about the fire and broiling
Brimstone and arsenic. We must give, I say,
Unto the motives and the stirrers up
Of humors in the blood. It may be so.
When as the work is done, the Stone is made.
This heat of his may turn into a zeal
And stand up for beauteous discipline.
BEN JONSON, The Alchemist